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to love at first sight. In the meantime the sun was going
down behind the mountains in the west; shopkeepers were
busy erecting their booths in readiness for the return
of the Hdjj on the Day of Sacrifice; torches were
lighted, casting a lurid glare around; cannons were fired
and rockets flung aloft to announce to the weary pilgrims
the hour of evening prayer. There, in the ruddy light
about us and the gathering darkness beyond, my maiden
and I knelt down, obeying the call of the faith, within arm's
reach of each other. In my heart.of hearts I prayed that
God would give me one day a helpmate as sweet as my
companion.

Not a word had passed between us, nor did we exchange
more than a glance, when the caravan got under way again.
To my dismay there came along, with furtive tread, an
ugly-looking Syrian, barefoot and old, and entered into con-
versation with me, placing himself, with an air of suspicion
that nettled, and a look of proprietorship that alarmed me,
between the maiden and myself. I thought that he might be
her father, but he said he was her husband. Instinctively I
drew rein, and soon she was lost to me in the blackness of the
night. Caravan after caravan went by, but there I remained,
meditating first on the ways of the veil-worn sex, and then on
my hapless lot, cut off as I was from my companions, with
only a few mejidis in silver in a small bag round my neck.
By and by the moon rose, and I pulled myself together.
In truth, the pangs of a healthy appetite began to clamour
for satisfaction, and so I pressed forward until I reached
the top of the valley, which was simply blocked with
pilgrims, all hurrying as fast as they could go to the Mosque
of Khaif. There I alighted, and, leading my mule by the
bridle, made to cross the open space in front, where several
coffee booths offered refreshment; but my obstinate beast
would not budge, pull as I might Not for nothing do the